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TEXTS AND TRANSLATIONS 
Robert Schumann (1810-1856) 
from Dichterliebe, Op. 48 
Im wunderschonen Monat Mai, 
Im wunderschonen Monat Mai, 
May 
Als alle Knospen sprangen, 
Da ist in meinem Herzen 
Die Liebe aufgegangen. 
Im wunderschonen Monat Mai, 
Als alle Vogel sangen, 
Da hab'ich ihr gestanden 
Mein Sehnen und Verlangen. 
Aus meinen Tranen spriessen 
Aus meinen Tranen spriessen 
Viel bhihende Blumen hervor, 
Und meine Seufzer werden 
Ein Nachtigallenchor. 
Und wenn du mich lieb hast, Kindchen, 
Schenk' ich dir die Blumen all', 
Und vor deinem Fenster soll klingen 
Das Lied der Nachtigall. · 
Die Rose, die Lilie. 
Die Rose, die Lilie, die Taube, die Sonne, 
Die liebt' ich einst alle in Liebeswonne. 
Ich lieb' sie nicht mehr, ich liebe alleine 
Die Kleine, die Feine, die Reine, die Eine; 
Sie selber, aller Liebe Wonne 
Ist Rose und Lilie und Taube und Sonne. 
Wenn ich in deine Augen seh' 
Wenn ich in deine Augen seh', 
So schwindet all mein Leid und Weh; 
Doch wenn ich kiisse deinen Mund, 
So werd' ich ganz und gar gesund. 
Wenn ich mich lehn' an deine Brust, 
Kommt's iiber mich wie Himmelslust; 
Doch wenn du sprichst: " ich liebe dich!" 
So muss ich weinen bitterlich. 
Ich will meine Seele tauchen 
Ich will meine Seele tauchen 
In den Kelch der Lilie hinein; 
Die Lilie soll klingend hauchen 
Ein Lied von der Liebsten mein. 
Das Lied soll schauern und beben, 
Wie der Kuss von ihrem Mund, 
Den sie mir einst gegeben 
In wunderbar siisser Stund'. 
In the wondrously beautiful month of 
When all the buds were bursting, 
In my heart 
Love rose up. 
In the wondrously beautiful month of May 
When all the birds were singing, 
I confessed to her 
My longing and desire. 
From my tears spring 
Many blossoming ffowers 
And my sighs become 
A nightingale chorus. 
And if you love me, child, 
I' ll give you all the flowers, 
And at your window will sound 
The song of the nightingale. 
The rose, the lily, the dove, the sun, 
I loved them alI in love's delight. 
I love them no more-I only love 
The little one, the fine, the pure one, 
The only one! She is all oflove's delight: 
The rose, the lily, the dove, the sun. 
When I look into your eyes, 
My suffering and pain all vanish; 
But when I I<iss your lips, 
My very being is restored. 
When I lie upon your breast, 
I am overcome with heaven's delight; 
Yet, when you say: "I love you! " 
I must weep bitterly. 
I will steep my soul 
In the cup of the lily; 
The lily shall breathe 
A song of my love. 
The song will tremble and quiver 
Like the kiss from her lips, 
The kiss she once gave me 
In a wonderfully sweet hour. 
Im Rhein, im heiligen Strome 
Im Rhein, im heiligen Strome, 
Da spiegelt sich in den Well'n, 
Mit seinem groBen Dome, 
Das groBe neilige Koln. 
Im Dom da steht ein Bildnis, 
Auf goldenem Leder gemalt; 
In meines Lebens Wildnis 
Hat's freundlich hineingestrahlt. 
Es schweben Blumen und Englein 
Um unsre liebe Frau; 
Die Augen, die Lippen, die Wanglein, 
Die gleichen der Liebsten genau. 
lch grolle nicht 
Ich grolle nicht, 
uncf wenn das Herz auch bricht, 
F ' erlor'nes Lieb! Ich grolle nicht. 
v, , .. u auch strahlst in Diamentenpracht, 
Es fallt kein Strahl in deines Herzens Nacht. 
Dass weiB ich langst. 
Ich grolle nicht, 
und-wenn das Herz auch bricht, 
Ich sah dich ja im Traume, 
Und sah die Nacht in deines Herzens Raume, 
Und sah die Schlang', die dir am Herzen 
frisst, 
Ich sah, mein Lieb, wie sehr du elend hist. 
Ich grolle nicht. 
'Sergei Rachmaninoff (1837-1943) 
The Soldier's Bride 
I Fell in love for my grief 
With a luckless orphan. 
Already such destiny for me was given. 
Powerful people separated us. 
Took him away, gave away recruits .. . 
And soldier's wife I, lonely I, 
Probably in a stranger's hut will grow old. 
Already such destiny for me was given. 
Ah! 
Lilacs 
In morning at dawn, 
Along dewy grass, 
I will go to breathe fresh morning; 
And into fragrant shade, 
Where there is lilac, 
. lJ go to search for my happiness 
h• 1~e one happiness 
Am I predicted to find; 
And tbat happiness in lilacs lives; 
On green branches 
On fragrant clusters 
My poor happiness blooms ... 
The sacred river Rhine 
Reflects in its waves, 
Cologne with its cathedral, 
Great and holy. 
In the cathedral there is a portrait, 
Painted on golden leather; 
It has cast a kindly gleam 
Into my life's wilderness. 
Flowers and angels hover 
Round our Lady; 
Her eyes, lips and cheeks are 
Like those of my dear love. 
I bear no grudge, 
and though my heart breaks, 
Love lost forever, I bear no grudge. 
However you may gleam in iliamond 
splendor 
No ray can penetrate night in your heart. 
I knew it long ago. 
I bear no grudge 
Though my heart breaks. 
I saw you m a dream. 
I saw the night within your soul, 
And saw the serpent eating at your 
heart. 
I saw, my love, your wretchedness. 
I bear no grudge. 
To the Children 
It used to be in deep moonlight hour 
I would come little ones to admire you; 
It used to be I would love you, 
Make the sign of the cross, 
And pray that paradise may come upon you, 
The love of Almighty God. 
To guard tenderly your child's rest, 
To think about how you are pure in soul, 
To hope for long and happy aays 
For you, untroubled and sweet children, 
How sweet, how joyful it was. 
Now as I come, everywhere is darkness 
There is no life in the room. 
Little bed is empty 
An icon-light went out in front of the 
icon lamp ... 
I am sad my little ones are not here! 
0 children, in deep midnight hour, 
Pray for one who prayed for you; 
For the one who loved 
to make the sign of the cross for you. 
Pray that paradise will be with that one too, 
And the love of Almighty God. 
Dream 
And I had a native land; 
Beautiful it is! 
There the fir tree swayed over me ... 
But that was a dream! 
Family of friends was living. 
From all sides 
Resounded to me love's words ... 
But that was a dream! 
In the Silent Night 
0, for a long time will I be in the silence of secret night, 
Beguiling whisper your smile, · 
Glance accidental, 
To obedient fingers your thick locks 
Chase out thoughts and call again. 
Whisper, and previous expressions 
Of my speeches which filled you with confusion; 
And m ecstasy, indifference of reason, 
With cherished name awaken night's darkness. 
0, for a long time will I be in the silence of secret night, 
With cherished name awaken night darkness. 
))) 
Jacques Ibert (1890-1962) 
Quatre Chansons de Don Quichotte 
Chanson du Depart 
Ce chateau neuf, 
ce nouvel edifice 
Tout enrichi de marbre et de porphyre 
Qu'amour ha.tit chateau de son empire 
oil tout le ciel a mis son artifice, 
Est un rempart, un fort contre le vice, 
Ou la vertueuse maltresse se retire, 
Que l'oeil regarde et que l'espirit admire 
Fon;ant les coeurs a lui faire service. 
C'est un chateau, fait de telle sorte 
Que nul ne peut approcher de la porte 
Si des grands rois i1 n'a sauve sa race 
tr' 
1 orieux, vaillant et amoureux. 
Nul chevalierr tant soit aventureux 
Sans etre tel ne peut gagner la place. 
Chanson a Dulcinee 
Un an me dure la journee 
Si je ne vois ma Dulcinee. 
Mais, amour a peint son visage, 
Afin d'adoucir ma langueur, 
Dans la fontaine et le nuage, 
Dans chaque aurore et chaque fleur. 
Un an me dure la journee 
Si je ne vois ma Dulcinee. 
Toujours proche et toujours lointaine, 
, Etoile de mes longs chernins, 
Le vent m'apporte son haleine 
Quand il passe sur les jasmins. 
Un an me dure la journee 
Si je ne vois ma Dulcinee. 
Chanson du Due 
Je veux chanter ici la dame de mes songes 
Qui m'exalte au-dessus de ce siecle de boue. 
Son coeur de diamant est vierge des 
mensonge 
La rose s'obscurcit au regard de sa joue. 
Pour elle j'ai tente les hautes aventures: 
Mon bras a delivre la princesse en servage, 
J'ai vaincu l'enchanteur, confondu les 
_ Parjures l ploye l'univers a lui rendre l'homrnage. 
i1'ame par qui je vais, seul dessus cette terre, 
This new castle, 
This new building 
All enriched of marble and of porpyhre 
which love has built to guard his empire 
to which all heaven has lent its artifice 
Is a rampart, a fort against evil, 
Where the virtuous mistress withdraws 
herself 
That the eye looks at and that the spirit 
admires 
Forcing every heart to serve her. 
It is a castle. constructed so 
That no one can approach the gate 
Unless a great King has not defended his 
people 
Victorious, valiant and in love. 
No knight so much is adventurous 
Without so being he cannot gain the place. 
One year lasts me the day 
If I do not see my Dulcinee. 
But, love has painted its face, 
In order to soften my languor, 
In the fountain and the cfoud, 
In each dawn and each flower. 
One year lasts me the day 
If I do not see my Dulcinee. 
Always near and always remote, 
Star of my long paths, 
The wind brings its breath to me 
When it passes on the jasmines. 
One year lasts me the day 
If I do not see my Dulcinee. 
I want to sing here the lady of my dreams 
Who exalts me above this century of mud. 
Its diamond heart is virgin lies the pink is 
darkened 
taking into consideration its cheek. 
For her, I have undertaken great 
adventures: 
my arm has delivered princesses from 
servitude. 
I have vanquished sorcerers, confounded 
perjurers 
And bowed down to the universe to do her 
homage. 
Lady by whose leave I go, alone upon this 
Earth, 
Quine soit prisonnier de la fausse apparance.Who is not held in thrall to false pretense, 
Je soutiens contre tout chevalier temeraire against any rash knight I will uphold 
Votre eclat nonpareil et votre precellence. Your unparalleled reason and excellence. 
Chanson de la mort de Don Quichotte 
Ne pleure pas Sancho 
Ne pleure pas, mon hon 
Ton maitre n' est pas mort 
Il n' est pas loin de toi 
Il vit dans une ile heureuse 
OU tout est pur et sans mensonges 
Dans l'ile enfin trouvee 
ou tu viendras un jour, 
Dans l'ile desiree, 
0 mon arni Sancho! 
Les livres sont bn1les 
et font un tas de cendres 
Si tousles livres m'ont tue 
Il suffit d'un pour que je vive 
Fantome clans la vie, 
Et reel clans la mort 
Tel est letrange sort 
du pauvre Don Quichotte. 
Ah. 
Benjamin Britten (1913-1976) 
On this Island, Op. 11 
Let the florid music praise! 
Let the florid music praise, 
The flute and the trumpet, 
Beauty's conquest of your face: 
In that land of flesh and bone, 
Don't cry Sancho, 
don't cry my good friend 
Your master is not dead, 
he is not far from you 
He lives on a happy island 
where all is pure and without lies 
In the islancf finally found 
where you will come one day 
in the desired island 
Oh my friend Sancho! 
The books are flaring 
and make a heap of ashes 
if all the books have killed me 
it will only take me one to keep me alive 
A living ghost, 
and real only in death 
Such is the strange fate 
of the poor Don Quichotte. 
Ah! 
Where from citadels on high her imperial standards fly, 
Let the hot sun shine on. 
0 but the unlov' d have had power, 
The weeping and striking, 
Always, time will bring their hour; 
Their secretive children walk 
Through your vigilance of breath to unpardonable death, 
And my vows break before his look. . 
Now the leaves are falling fast 
Now the leaves are falling fast, 
Nurse's flowers will not last; 
Nurses to the graves are gone, 
and the prams go rolling on. 
Whisp'nng neighbours, left and right, 
plucl< us from the real delight; 
And the active hands must freeze 
lonely on the sep'rate knees. 
Dead in hundreds at the back 
follow wooden in our track, 
Arms raised stiffly to reprove 
in false attitudes of love. 
Starving though the leafless wood 
trolls run scolaing for their food; 
And the nightingale is dumb, 
and the angels will not come. 
-
Cold, impossible, ahead 
lifts the mountain's lovely head 
Whose white waterfall could bless 
travelers in their last distress. 
Seascape 
Look, stranger, at this island now 
The leaping light for your delight discovers, 
Stand stab[e here and silent be, 
That though the channels of the ear may wander like a river 
the swaying sound of the sea. 
Here at the small field's ending pause 
where the chalk wall falls to the foam, 
and its tall ledges oppose the pluck and knock of the tide, 
and the shingle scrambles after the suckin!$ surf, 
and the gull fodges a moment on its sheer side. 
F< ·r! like floating seeds the ships diverge on urgent voluntary errands; 
A, t e full view indeed may enter 
And move in memory as now these clouds do, 
that pass the harbour mirror and all the summer though the water saunter. 
Nocturne 
Now through night's caressing grip 
Earth and all her oceans slip, 
Capes of China slide away 
From her fingers into day 
And th' Americas incline 
Coasts towards her shadow line. 
Now the ragged vagrants creep 
into crookeffboles to sleep: 
Just and unjust, worst and best, 
change their places as the)' rest; 
Awkward lovers lie in fields 
where disdainful beaut)' yields: 
While the splendid and the proud 
naked stand before the crowd 
and the losing gambler gains 
and the beggar entertains: 
May sleep's healing power extend 
through these hours to our friend. 
Unpursued by hostile force, 
Traction engine, bull or horse 
Or revolting succubus; 
Calmly till tbe morning break let him lie, 
then gently wake. 
As it is, plenty 
As it is, plenty; 
· · - 's aClmitted 
. hildren happy and the car, the car that goes so far ... 
And the wife devoted: 
To this as it is, 
To the work and the banks ... 
Let his thinning hair and his hauter 
Give thanks, give thanks. 
All that was thought 
As like is not, is not; 
When nothing was enough but love, 
But love and the rough future 
Of an intransigent nature 
And the betraying smile, 
betraying, but a smile: 
that that is not, is not: 
Forget, forget, forget... 
Let him not cease to praise 
then his spacious days; 
Yes and tfie success let him bless: 
Let him see in this the profits larger 
and the sins venal, 
lest he see as it is the loss as major. 
And final, final. 
Johannes Brahms (1833-1897) 
from Zigeunerlieder, Op. 103 
He, Zigeuner, greife in die Saiten ein! 
He, Zigeuner, greife in die Saiten ein! Hey, Gypsy, play your violin! 
spiel das Lied vom ungetreuen Magdelein! Play the song of the unfaithful girl! 
La.IS die Saiten weinen, klagen, traurig bange, Let the strings weep, lament, sadly and 
anxiously, 
bis die hei.ISe Trane netzet diese Wange! Until hot tears m01sten my cheek! 
Hochgetiirmte Rimaflut 
Hochgetiirmte Rimaflut, wie bist du so triib, River Rima with your towering banks, 
how troubled you are; 
an dem Ufer klag ich laut nach dir, mein Lieb! By its edge I loudly moan for you, my love! 
Wellen fliehen, Wellen stromen, Waves dash by, rushing along and 
rauschen an den Strand heran zu mir; 
an dem Rimaufer la.ISt mich ewig weinen 
nach ihr! 
Wisst ihr, wann mein Kindchen 
Wisst ihr, wann mein Kindchen am 
allerschonsten ist? 
Wenn ihr sii.ISes Miindchen scherzt und lacht 
und kii.ISt. 
Magdelein, du bist mein, inniglich kii.15 
ich dich 
dich erschuf der liebe Himmel einzig 
our fiir mich! 
Willt ihr, wann mein Liebster am besten 
mir gefallt? 
Wenn in seinen Armen er mich 
umschlungen halt. 
Schiitzelein, du bist mein, inniglich 
kii.15 ich dich, 
dich erschuf der liebe Himmel einzig 
· nur fur mich! 
rumble up to the riverbank where I stand; 
by the bal'1ks of the Rima let me weep 
eternally for her! 
Do you know when my darling is most 
. · beautiful? 
When her sweet little mouth jokes and 
laughs, and kisses. 
Dear little girl, you are mine, I kiss you 
fervently; 
loving heaven created you for me alone! 
Do you know when I like my sweetheart 
best? 
When he holds me close in his arms. 
Dear lover, you are mine, I kiss you 
fervently; 
loving heaven created you for me alL. •• .;. 
Lieber Gott, du wernt 
Lieber Gott, du weH.St, wie oft bereut ich hab, Dear God, you know how often I regretted 
class ich meinem Liebsten einst ein the kiss I once gave my sweetheart. 
KuBchen gab. 
Herz gebot, class icfi ihn kiissen muB, My heart commanded me to kiss him; 
denk so Jang ich leb an diesen ersten KuK I will think about that kiss as long as I live. 
Lieber Gott, du weH.St, wie oft in stiller 
Nacht 
ich in Lust und Leid an meinen Schatz 
gedacht 
Lieb ist suB, wenn bitter auch die Reu, 
armes Herze bleibt ihm ewig, ewig treu. 
Brauner Bursche 
Brauner Bursche fuhrt zum Tanze 
sein blauaugig schones Kind, 
f"tr' .. gt die Sporen keck zusammen, Czardas-
1 Meodie beginnt, 
kcu~ und herzt sein suBes Taubchen, 
dreht, sie fuhrt sie, jl'auchzt und springt; 
wirft drei blanke S1 bergulden auf das 
Cimbal daB es klingt. 
Roslein dreie in der Reihe 
Roslein dreie in der Reihe bluhn so rot, 
daB der Bursch zum Madel geht ist 
kein Verbot! 
Lieber Gott, wenn das verboten war, 
stand die schone, weite Welt schon !angst 
nichtmehr, 
ledig bleiben Stinde war! 
SchOnstes Stadtchen in Alfold ist 
Ketschkemet, 
dort gibt es gar viele Madchen 
sclUnuck und nett! 
Freunde, sucht euch dort ein Brautchen aus, 
freit um ihre Hand und griindet euer Haus, 
Freudenbecher leeret aus! 
Kommt dir manchmal in den Sinn 
Kommt dir manchmal in den Sinn, 
mein sUBes Lieb, · 
was du einst rnit heilgem Eide rnir gelobt? 
Tausch rnich nicht, verlaB rnich nicht, 
du weH.St nicht, wie lieb ich dich hab, 
lieb du rnich wie ich dich, 
dann stromt Gottes Huld auf dich herab! 
Rote Abendwolken 
Rote Abendwolken ziehn am Firmament, 
uchtsvoll nach dir, mein Lieb, das 
Herze brennt; 
Himmel strahlt in g!Uhnder Pracht, 
und ich traum bei Tag and Nacht 
nur allein von dem siillen Liebchen mein. 
Dear God, you know how often in the 
silence of the night 
I have thought about my Ioved one in 
pleasure and pain. 
Love is sweet, even if repentance is bitter; 
my poor heart will remain eternally, 
eternally true to him. 
A suntanned lad leads his beautiful blue-
eyed 
sweetheart to the dance; 
he boldly strikes his spurs together; a 
csardas melody begins; 
he kisses and caresses his sweet loved one, 
leads her, rejoices, leaps, turns 
he throws three bright silver coins onto 
the cimbalom to make it twang. 
Three little roses in a row blossom so red; 
there's no law against a young man's 
visiting a young girl! 
Dear God, if that were forbidden, 
the beautiful, wide world would have been 
gone long ago; 
to remain unmarried is a sin! 
The prettiest little town in Alfold is 
Kecskemet; 
there, there are really a lot of good-looking 
and nice girls! 
Friends, find yourself a bride there, 
ask for her hand and establish your house, 
Drain the cup of joy! 
Do you sometimes recall to mind, my 
darling, 
what you once promised with sacred oath? 
Don't deceive me, don't abandon me; 
you don't know how much I love you; 
love me as I love you, 
and then God's grace pours down on you! 
Red evening clouds pass by in the 
firinament· 
my heart burns longmgly for you, my 
darling. 
The sky beams in glowing splendor, 
and I dream, by day and night, 
only of my sweet lover. 
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Players of Wilkes-Barre. In 1998, she was placed second in Division II of the NATS 
Boston Com_petition. She spent the past summer with the Bay Area Summer Opera 
Theatre Institute in San Francisco, California, as a production assistant as well as a 
singer and actor. A student of Joy Mcintyre, Ms. Faerber has been active at Boston 
Uruversity with the Repertory, Chamber, and Symphonic Choruses, as well as the ~ 
Opera Workshop. Beginning her singing career at hometown churches, she continu __ .. 
with that tradition in the Boston area as an alto section leader at the Church of the 
Redeemer in Chestnut Hill. Ms. Faerber also studied piano for ten years and received 
the Padarewski medal in 1995. Upon completion of her undergraduate degree, she 
plans to pursue a master's degree in vocal performance. 
Pianist Shiela Kibbe is Chair of the Collaborative Piano Department at 
Boston University's School for the Arts. She has performed with hornist Eric Ruske, 
violist Michelle LaCourse, and Boston Symphony Orchestra members Laura Ahlbeck, 
Daniel Katzen and Richard Ranti. 
Hailed by Richard Dyer in the Boston Globe as a " ... superb collaborative 
pianist ... ," Ms. Kibbe has been recital partner to singers Mark Aliapoulios, Penelope 
Bitzas, Gui-Ping Deng, D' Anna Fortunato, William Hite, and William Sharp. She is 
the pianist for oaritone Stephen Salters, winner of the 1999 Walter W. Naumburg 
Award. Since 1996 Ms. Kibbe has concertized with Mr. Salters throughout Belgmm, 
Germany, Japan, and Russia. They have recorded on the Qualiton 'Cypres' label, and 
presented their New York debut recital at Lincoln Center's Alice Tully Hall in 
November 1999. 
For several years, Ms. Kibbe was rehearsal pianist for the Boston Symphony 
Orchestra's Tanglewood Festival Chorus, as well as accompanist for the John Oliver 
Chorale, recording with them on the Koch label. She has served as principal 
keyboardist and vocal coach for the Symphony and Opera Association in 
Chattanoo&a, TN, and as pianist for the Pennsylvania Opera Theatre, the 
Philadelphia Orchestra Woodwind Quintet Seminars, and the International Suzuki 
V te in Ithaca, New York. 
1 hiela Kibbe holds two Master of Music degrees from Temple University in 
Philadelphia, PA, and was twice a fellow in Vocal Accompanying at the Tanglewood 
Music Center. She has taught at the New England Conservatory and has taught at 
Boston University as Assistant Professor since 1997. 
THE ELLALOU DIMMOCK MEMORIAL FUND 
The Ellalou Dimmock Memorial Fund was established in 1996 by Dr. 
Marjorie McDonald, a long-time friend of Mrs. Dimmock. At the time of her death in 
June 1995, Mrs. Dimmock, a well-known professional singer and teacher of voice, had 
been a member of the School for the Arts faculty for more than twenty years. 
By creating an annual Honors Voice Recital, the Fund reflects Mrs. 
Dimmock's commitment to excellence in solo singing, as well as her particular regard 
for the collaborative experience of vocal chamber music. The Fund is unusual in its 
provision, both of prize money for the singers, as well as honoraria for participating 
musicians. 
The senior class singers chosen by the voice faculty to perform on this 
concert have demonstrated superior achievement in performance and jury evaluations. 
By supporting the selection of outstanding young singers and chamber musicians, the 
Fund serves to honor the memory of Mrs. Dimmock's own professional goals and 
generous personal spirit. 
Donations may be made to: 
The Ellalou Dimmock Memorial Fund 
The Boston University School for the Arts 
Attn: Office of the Stewardship, 
19 Deerfield Street, 


















Steven Ansell, viola 
Michelle Lacourse, viola 
Michele Levin, guest artist, piano 
The Tsai Performance Center 
685 Commonwealth Avenue 
Bach Festival 
Faculty Recital 
Peter Zazofsky, violin 
John Daverio, lecturer 
The Tsai Performance Center 
685 Commonwealth Avenue 
Bach Festival 
Faculty Recital 
Mike Reynolds, cello 
The Tsai Performance Center 
685 Commonwealth Avenue 
ALEA III 
Theodore Antoniou, music director 
Anthony di Bonaventura, piano 
The Tsai Performance Center 
685 Commonwealth Avenue 
Honors Chamber Music Recital 
The Tsai Performance Center 
685 Commonwealth Avenue 
Time's Arrow 
Richard Cornell, conductor 
The Tsai Performance Center 
685 Commonwealth Avenue 
Boston University Chamber Orchestra 
David Hoose, conductor 
Ethan Sloane, clarinet 
The Tsai Performance Center 
685 Commonwealth A venue 
Contributors to the School for the Arts Music Proi:rams 
Contributors to the Music Programs belong to a special group of people responsible 
for the support of educational activities, events, programs, pe1formances and many 
other departmental needs. 
200,000 + 




G. C. Andersen Family Foundation 
The Blount Foundation, Inc. 
The Clowes Fund 
Mr. and Mrs. Richard I. Hay 
in memory of Timothy Edwin Hay 
10,000 + 
Mr. Er A vedisian 
Dr. ai . Robert E. Dressler 
Fidelit) ..• vestments 
Esther B. Kahn Charitable Income Trust 
Marjorie McDonald, M.D. 
Helen Salem Philbrook 
Virginia E. Withey 
A vedis Zildjian Company 
5,000 + 
Mr. and Mrs. Alan Broder 
The Canadian Club of Boston 
Ann and Gordon Getty Foundation 
Mr. Mark Kroll 
Renaissance Musical Arts, Ltd. 
Estate of Arthur L. Thayer 
WBUR 
Zale-Delaware, Inc. 
Mrs. Marthanne Verbit 
1,000 + 
Alabama School of Fine Arts Foundation 
Berkshire Taconic Community Foundation, Inc. 
Mr. and Mrs. Eugene L. Brown 
Cagg Foundation 
Dorothy D. Cameron 
Lucile L. Dahlstrom 
Dean S. Edmunds Foundation 
Estate of Charles E. Emerson Trust 
Janet C. Fisher 
Carol Gebhardt 
Ann and Gordon Getty Foundation 
Charlotte Goodwyn 
High Meadow Foundation 
Phyllis Elhady Hoffman 
Edwin C. Laird 
The Marvin & Eleanor Goodman Foundation 
Montgomery Symphony Association 
1,000 + co11ti1111ed 
Albert Spalding Historical Society 
State Street Research 
Helen J. Steineker 
Carl H. Stiehl 
Phoenix Symphony Guild 
TJX Foundation 
Bob and Anne Woolf Charitable Foundation 





FTP Travel Management Group 
Valerie A. Hyman 
Ann Howard Jones 
Turi and Bruce MacCombie 
Estate of John E. Moran 
Osia Charitable and Educational Trust 
Beatrice S. Rose 
Catherine L. Stein 
Dr. Rosa Stolz 
Carolyn Stoessinger 
Union Oyster House, Inc. 
250 + 
Estate of Constantin Alajalov 
Allen Organ Company 
Bank Boston Corporation Charitable Foundation 
Beth S. Chen Buslow 
Ms. Anne Germanacos 
Nomi P. Ghez Foundation 
Ms. Mary T. Newport 
Concert Society of West Stockbridge 
Custom Transportation Services, Inc. 
Edna L. Davis 
Trinity Church 
Joy L. Derry 
Ann B. Dickson 
East Cambridge Piano 
Carolyn B. Fowels 
James P. Galas, PhD 
Nancy Marsh Hartman 
Mr. J. L. Homer 
Kirkland Construction Co. 
Herbert F. Levy 
Merle Louise Mather 
Charles Stakely Jr. 
Ella Reiss Urdang 
Waste Solutions, Inc. 
Boston University School for the Arts 
Advisory Board 
Jason Alexander 
Saul B. Cohen 
Edwin G. Fischer 
Judith M. Flynn 
Nancy Reis Joaquim 
Esther B. Kahn 
Michael Melody 





Phyllis Hoffman, Director, Music Division 
Roger Croucher, Director, Theatre Arts Division 
Alston Purvis, Director Ad Interim, Visual Arts Division 
Walt Meissner, Associate Dean, Administrative Affairs 
Patricia Mitro, Assistant Dean, Enrollment Services 
Judith Sandler, Director of Public Relations 
Karla Cinquanta, Alumni Officer 
Jennifer Shepard, Director of Development 
General Information: 
Public Relations Office: 
Development Office: 
Alumni Relations Office: 
SFA Events Information Line: 
( 617) 353-3350 
(617) 353-3345 
( 617) 353-3345 
(617) 353-3345 
(617) 353-3349 
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 
You can help support these talented young artists by joining the 
Friends of Music at the School for the Arts. For information, please 
contact Jennifer Shepard, Director of Development, Boston 
University School for the Arts, 855 Commonwealth Avenue, Bost<. --- ~ 
MA 02215 or call 6171353-7293. 
